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nearly Christmas before she had the house entirely
to her liking.

Then, one winter's day when the sun like a
swollen red penny rolled between' shifting orange
clouds over Skiddaw, she looked out through the
bottle-green glass of the parlour window and saw
Mr. Winch creeping round the corner of the
house toward the stables.

Creeping he was. His thin lanky body was
bent almost to all-fours. There was a moment
when in actual fact he knelt on the path and
looked ludicrous enough in that position.

Abruptly round the corner came Francis,
his head bent, his arms behind his back, and
almost stepped on Mr. Winch, who was diligently
brushing his trousers. Francis said a word to
him and came on, lost in thought as he always
was in these days.

Now what had Mr. Winch been doing?
With her accustomed impetuosity Judith had
disliked him from the first moment of meeting
him, and, it is to be feared, for no better reason
than that his hands were damp. Afterwards
there were other reasons. Whence had he come?
He had been in the house for four years and yet
both Francis and Jennifer were exceedingly
vague about him. He had tutored Lord Some-
body's son once somewhere; he said himself
that he came from Warwickshire; Jennifer
disliked him and behaved as though he were not
there. Francis talked to him on a day, and then
on another day disregarded him. It seemed that
he taught the children something. John at